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tants and moves them into harmony with its own quiet slow-
ness. And any echo of the city's rowdy activity clashes like a
scream In a cathedral whose air is alive with the murmur of
an organ. Occasionally a cheering charabanc careers along
the hillside road. The country is quite quiet. It does not pro-
test. It lies there round about, vast, silent, brooding. Yet the
threat of Its silence is greater than the threat of the squat rows
of houses that lie waiting round the centre of the city through
the night.

The country is the land of the people who sit and feel. Even
the physical effort by which the people rear their substance is
slow and as much in harmony with the country as the corn-
fields and the woods. There Is no mental activity to be found
in the cottages, or the farms, or even the vicarages. The earth
is an enemy of thought. Thought is a foreign weapon that man
has forged without her aid, in spite of her. It is the symbol of
his separateness, and the germ which originally gave birth to
the great city. In proportion as the earth's creatures possess
it, so they stand separate from her and partake of another
source of life; and in proportion as man is ruled by thought,
so he stands separate from her. The quick-thinking business-
man and his bustling secretary are as much out of place here
as was the tramp in the city. It is only the instinct-guided
men, the tramp and the farm-labourer, the farmer and the
women who have borne their children, who live at peace in
the country.

The country lies like a weight on the mind which Is trying
to think, trying to create. Quick thoughts are turned to slow
thoughts, and slow thoughts gradually to languid, slow sensa-
tions. It is not the same as It was In the fever and rush of the
city. There Is no voice always calling the mind away from
itself. The country's ways are not the ways of the city. Here
it is as though man had smelt some sweet pervading scent, a
scent which holds no distractions in It as the rhythm of the
city did, no imperative calls to some other activity, but which
drifts in and round about his thoughts, pervades them, clings